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THE NEW 


TEXACO..... 


“more than meets the requirements of 
todays high compression engines. sys Hc 


HOCHSTADTER LABORATORIES, INC., 


STUDY of this report reveals 
a number of interesting facts 
about this new lubricant. It is defi- 
nitely shown that the new Texaco 
Golden Motor Oil has a higher vis- 
cosity at high temperatures and a 
lower viscosity at low temperatures. 
It is an oil with a flatter viscosity 
curve, which means greater heat- 
resisting qualities and a longer-last- 
ing body. 
It will hold its lubricating quali- 
ties throughout the entire 
range of engine tempera- 


tures with a very low oil 





consumption. This was substantiated 
and proved in a nation-wide road test 
under extremely varied driving con- 
ditions in which the thirteen test 
cars averaged 790 miles to the quart. 
The new Texaco is manufactured 
in 5 grades: C, D, E, F, and G, con- 
forming with Society of Automotive 
Engineers viscosity gradings. Sold 
in all of our 48 States under the 
Texaco Red Star with the Green T. 
30¢ a quart (35¢ for Grade G). 
THE TEXAS COMPANY 
Refiners of « comple line of Texare 
Petroleum Products including Gasoline, 
Metor Oil, Industrial Lubricants, Rail- 


road and Marine Lubricants, Farm Lubri- 
cants, Road Asphalts and Asphalt Roofing 


or 
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THE HOCHSTADTER LABORATORIES, INC. 


Technicians in the examination of Petroleum 
Products for over twenty years. They are a-- 
sociated through individual memberships in 
twelve recognized Scientific Societies. 
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' lt’s amazing what you get 
* 35,000,000 words (equals 500 books) 


*15,000 illustrations 


*500 maps—a complete atlas 
*3,500 expert contributors 


Completely 


NeW ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA 


at the lowest price 
in 60 years 


ERE beyond question is your money’s worth, and 
H more, actually the most profitable investment you 
could make. That fact, and that fact alone, explains 
the tremendous success of the new Encyclopaedia Britannica. 
It explains why 50,000 families have already purchased 
this greatest knowledge book of ail times. 
The value is really amazing. Just consider what the new 
Britannica gives you! Twenty-four thousand pages of text, 
fifteen thousand illustrations, hundreds of maps—all in 24 





compact volumes. Five hundred books would not give as 
much, and they would cost you many times more. 


Greatest Knowledge Book 


Here is all the knowledge of all the 
world—the most complete, authentic and 
up-to-date summary of all man’s achieve- 
ments anywhere in existence. 

Better still, this is knowledge you can 
rely upon, because it is written through- 
out by authorities—by 3,500 experts 
from fifty countries. 

“It is the best evidence of the great 
prestige of this encyclopaedia,” says Carl 
Van Doren, “that its editors have been 
able to include among their contributors 
so many of the busiest as well as the most 
expert men and women now or recently 
alive. The list is overwhelming.” 


Fascinating—Practical 


HIS “new model” encyclopaedia 
brings you illustrations on an unpre- 
cedented scale—15,000 of them. Gorgeous 
color plates, superb half-tones, skilful line 
drawings enable you to see as well as 
read. 
Merely to browse in this new Britan- 
nica is an adventure. You can spend 


fascinated hours poring over the illustra- 
tions alone. But you can consult it for 
profit too. “It has more practical value 
than had any preceding work intended to 
present a summary of human learning,” 
says the president of Northwestern Uni- 
versity, Dr. Walter Dill Scott. 


For All The Family 


EN eager to get ahead find it a real 

aid to greater earning power. 
Women use it as a guide in all the activi- 
ties of the home and in their outside inter- 
ests. Children revel in it. “It satisfies the 
needs of curious readers, whether eight or 
eighty years old,” says James Harvey 
Robinson. 

Your children especially will benefit 
by having all knowledge at hand and 
easy to look up as it is in this “new 
model” encyclopaedia. It will make their 
school work easier, more interesting and 
more profitable. It will teach them 


BOOKCASE TABLE INCLUDED 
This handsome bookcase table, 
made of mahogany, is included 
with every set. It's amazing 
what you get for your money. 






New Low Price—$5 Down 


And it is not expensive. This new 
Britannica represents a triumph in lower 
encyclopaedia prices. You can buy it to- 
day at a new low price—a price lower, in 
fact, than that of any completely new 
Britannica in 60 years. Under our time- 
payment plan, an initial deposit of only 
$5 brings the 24 volumes to your home. 


56 -PAGE 
FREE BOOKLET 


Brought to you by your 
postman 













Act now! Send for our free illus- 
trated booklet. It contains numer- 
ous specimen maps, color plates, 
etc., and gives full information, 
Before you spend a dollar you can 
see exactly what you get for your 
money. Just 
fill out the 
coupon and 
mail today. 
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to use their minds, think accurate- 
ly and reason keenly. Jt is the one 
book they will never outgrow. 





RAY LYMAN WILBUR says: 


“There is a rare pleasure in consulting these 
volumes. I cannot help but feel that the editors of the fourteenth 
edition have rendered a real service to all English-speaking peoples.” 

—Ray Lyman Wilbur, Secretary of the Interior 





SEND FOR THIS FREE BOOKLET TODAY 
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ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA 
342 Madison Avenue, New York City 


WITHOUT OBLIGATION— 


| illustrated booklet with color plates and maps from 
' the new Britannica, together with low price offer, etc. 


Name. 
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Please send me, by return mail, your 56-page 











1 


leo oe es ee ee ee ee es es 












































ee on 





a ER eT a On 


ae eo 


Pee RH os 


HAVANA SERVICE... li's a modern 
American custom! . . . to take time off for 
a re-energizing mid-winter vacation . . . 
Havana's the perfect place . .. Cunard’s 
the chosen Way oes Try it this year... 
board one of those great Cunarders, the 


“Caronia” or “Carmania”, by thousands | 


of tons the largest steamers in the Havana 
Service ... travel amid all the urbane lux- 
uries of a transatlantic crossing .«. beds, 
not berths . . . verandah cafés... every 
menu an epicurean event...|n acouple of 
days you are in Havana... thrilling toa 
gaiety out-Parising Paris, if you like». 
golling where palm trees cast long 
shadows... or just blissfully lazing on 
the sands at Marianao Playa... en- 
chanting days that leave a sunsplash on 


your memory! 


The “Caronia” and “Carmania” will 
maintain a regular twice-a-week schedule 
direct to Havana .. . sailings from 
New York every Wednesday and 
Saturday . . . minimum rates first class: 
One way $90. Round trip $170, 
Special New Year's Eve Cruise to 
Nassau and Havana Dec. 26... 8 days 
«++ Rates $170 up. 








Send for descriptive literature to your 
local agent or 25 Broadway, New York 


CUNARD 





SUDGING™ BOOKS 


pe eanren lest we be termed a reasty 
old futz for having called curtains 
on any further reviews of underworld 
novels in these columns, we attempted 
Coe’s “The Other Half.” But for the 
sardonic trick with which the usual 
racketeers are railroaded to jail despite 
their powerful crooked pull, it had 
little else to offer, being hysterically 
conceived compared to Mr. Coe’s other 
capable rewritings of Alfred Lewis. 
Hammett’s “Red Harvest” remains as 
the best underworld novel written 
since the big literary crime wave set 
in and will satisfy us till something 
better comes along— which doesn’t 
seem possible. 
1¢ Business Girt,” mysteriously 
authored “By One of Them,” is 
the story of a blonde ex-coed who goes 
into business, resolved to succeed on 
merit, not looks. She goes at it by 
getting her first job on the strength of 
her legs. Then she vamps a union 
racketeer and gets a raise, and soon 
she’s on kissing terms with the prez 
of the firm, a bird of fifty. 
It’s a good story, but Dostoievski 
wouldn’t have cared for it. 





| Axortnen post-college yarn is “End 
of Roaming,” by Alexander Laing. 
This is apparently the memoirs of a 
Dartmouth graduate who had trouble 
j coating whether to be a painter or a 
chemist. It reads like a novel to end 
Richard Melville, the 
hero, is a sucker for every sour idea 
that has been hatched here since 1910, 
and a few that go farther back. He 
does all the regular things that a lad 
has to do in order to say, “I have 
lived.” For instance, he makes the 
traditional excursion on a_ tramp 
freighter; he lives on booze for a 
while and discovers Housman; he finds 
that it is impractical to live the simple 
life successfully today, making your 
own shoes, cuckoo clocks and type- 
| writers. There is a wonderful chapter 
| about a job he has in an office, where 
he discovers that his colleagues are not 
|dull hacks, but philosophers, artists, 
music-lovers, and chess fanatics. The 
tough part for the reader is that the 
|author decided not to be a painter, or 
|a chemist, but a writer. 


first novels. 





| 
| 


| F you are looking for amusement in 
|“ the form of an honest-to-goodness 
adventure story, try John Buchan’s 
“Castle Gay.” Written by an intelli- 
gent man for the fun of it, it spreads 
an extravagant story of the kidnaping 
of an English Hearst around the 
dou-r-r bur-r-ry Scotch landscape. KH 
goes slightly haywire in its mythi- 
ical kingdom implications but forgiv- 
ably so. —Tep SHANE 
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Dirt doesn’t 
lie conveniently on the 
surface of your skin. 


Dirt enters the fine network of | 
your pores—clogs them—imbeds \ 
itself where ordinary washing can- 
not reach it. These clogged pores 
bring blackheads— skin eruptions 
—irritations—annoying oiliness! 
Try an experiment. Wash your face 
in your usual way—wash it again. It 
looks clean—BUT— 

Rub some Pompeian Massage Cream 
into your skin—around the nose—the 
chin—the forehead. Rub some more 
—in afew seconds out comes the 
cream. Pink? No—a dingy, dirty gray. 


Now look in the mirror. The dirt 
is gone! Your skin is not only 
clean—pore-clean—but it’s ruddy 
with a natural, healthy glow! 

Give yourself a Pompeian massage regularly. 
Or, have your barber give youa genuine Pom- 
peianafter yourshave. Alarge size jar is only 
60c atany drug store or toilet goods counter. 
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POMPEIAN 


MASSAGE CREAM 








The Pompeian Company, Incorporated, New Yor! 
Elmira, New York, and Toronto da...(Sales Offi 
Harold F. Ritchie & Company, Inc., Madison Aven 
at 34th St., N. Y., and 10 McCaul St., Toronto, Canac 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 


\srnowonuns assert that the uni- 
“ verse is now “hundreds of quad 
rillions of miles” smaller than it used 
to be. Mr. Raskob should point out 
that this shrinkage took place during 
the Republican administration. 


Yeruaps the French government 
thought Hearst would retaliate by 


barring France from his newspapers. 


| Py 





“Would you mind giving me your name? I’m covering this for the ‘Times’! 





JU DGEX Volume 99, "No. 2553 m? yetober 4. 1930. 
1879. Additional entry at Jamaica, L.1.,N. Y 
and copyrighted 1930, by it in the U. 8S. and Gre 
Secretary, 18 East 48th Street, New York, N. Y. 





Ts political revolt in Argentina 

was attributed to the business 
slump. Yrigoyen must have neglected 
to explain to the people that condi 


tions were fundamentally sound. 


Np we have a sneaking suspicion 


F 


presidents to keep them from becom- 


that South America arrests its ex- 


ing columnists. 
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Entered as Second-Class Matter, October 21, 1881. at the Post 
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- . 
WU ALL STREET, we learn, has a new 


ticker system that will take care 
of a 10,000,000-share day. So now 
all it lacks is a 10,000,000 day. 


Ax» getting our last winter's suit 
- down out of the attic we find that 
during the summer there has been no 
unemployment or starvation among 
the moths. 


=~ / N » 


Bra 


yo? 























Offce at New York City, N.Y., under act of March 3, 
iing Co., Inc.. 18 East 48th Street, New York. N.Y 


at Britain; Fred L. Regan, President; Sidney 8. Lenz, Vice I resident; Vernal W. Bates, Treasurer; Joseph T. Cooney, 


Particular attention is called to the fact that every article and 
provisions of Section 3 of the Copyright Law of the U. 8. 
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In Rotation 


The prohibition chieftain 
Is king for just a day, 

Then he’s thrown out of office, 
And writes an exposé 





And in their last raid, Prohibition 
officers finally effected an entrance by 
battering down the police. 





Castaway—She loves me—she loves me not! 
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“This racket wouldn’t be so bad if the wife didn’t ask me to pick out 


bridge prizes for her.’ 


Talk to Me " 


6 Noe me about your years at school 
And of the games you played; 
Tell me of these, and surely you'll 
List all the girls you made. 


Tell me of starting out in life, 
Of how you found success; 
Also of how you met your wife 

And of your happiness. 


Tell me of little Junior, who 
Is such a wonder child; 

Of what he says and what you do 
And how your time’s beguiled. 


Tell me of dreams for which you quest, 
As in a golden haze, 
Insomnia’s made me need the rest— 
I haven’t slept for days. 
—Carrotit CarroLi 





Bic Moments IN THE THEATRE 
The night one of the bloodhounds bit Eliza. 
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“Say, General! Will ya cut this steak for me?” 


The Football Fan’s Credo 


"['xar if Notre Dame loses a game 
‘ 


its scrub team was playing. 
That no college in a large city has a 
od football team. . 


That Harvard teams are always 
ither brittle and that the players 
nk tea between halves. 


Chat a good coach can accomplish 
racles by the clever use of sarcasm 
n the locker room. 





That all Army football players can 
«member when McKinley was elected 
President. 

That the chief cause of the success 

Maine teams has been the* inspira- 


on of the Stein Song. 


That Princeton players wear signet 
rings. 





That a quarter-back who kicks on 
third down, should be committed 
in insane asylum. 


+} 
r 


That it is absolutely impossible for 

Dartmouth to beat Yale, as there is 

sort of jinx which prevents them 
ever winning. 


Chat an Eastern team has as much 
i chance against a Western team as 

Senator Heflin has of being appointed 
ch at Holy Cross. 


—ArTHUR SILVERBLATT “Don’cha remember me? I’m the guy who winked at th’ blonde las’ night! 
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The Curse of 1930 


“—D"" ery, dearie. He'll get home 


before long. 

“Oh, it’s this terrible prohibition 
that’s responsible !” 

“Now, you mustn’t say that. Just 
sit down and be quiet. I heard him 
promise you he wouldn’t be gone 
long.” 

“Wooooo! It’s the same way every 
night! I hate these prohibitionists! 
Why didn’t they leave this country 
alone!” 

“Hush, dearie! You're just hys- 
terical! He'll be here in a few min- 
utes, I’m sure.” 

“It will be hours! And then my 
troubles will just start! He'll insist 
on talking the rest of the night! Oh, 
if it wasn’t for prohibition there 
would be a saloon down on that cor- 
ner and they’d put him out at twelve 
o'clock! But that darn miniature golf 
course will let him hang around as 
long as he has any money left!” 
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Justa Coupla Good Pals 
os Ana! There’s the baby I’ve been 


“* looking for!” 

“Which one, Bill?” 

“The third from the end!” 

“Listen, Bill, if you want my ad- 
vice, don’t start taking her out.” 

“Why?” 

“Well, I had her out yesterday 
OR «ss 

“What of it?” 

“Well, why don’t you take out one 
of the others? “They all look alike, 
and...” 

“Now, listen, Joe: I know what I’m 
doing. There’s live ones and dead 
ones. I got to find out for myself.” 

“You'll just waste your time if you 
take this one out, Bill.” 

“T got lots of time, fella.” 

“Well, why not start at the end and 
try ’em all?” 

“Blah! I’ve been playing around 
in this game for years, Bill, and | 
know my onions! This third baby is 
the one, I tell you. Hand me that 
wrench, Bill. I’m not going to look at 
all eight of these cock-eyed spark- 
plugs when I know this is the one 
that’s fouled!” —Cuetr JoHnson 
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Hvussanp—I wonder if my golf insurance covers this? 


tes se he 





rte & 














“Here, Fifi, wash his mouth out with soap—he just bit the garbage man!” 


Interviewing the Applicant 


‘ue fat man with the big diamonds 
scowled. “‘What would you do if 

inebody started howling about graft 
nd corruption in this town?’’ he de- 
inded. 

‘Go fishing.” 

“Suppose they send delegations 
ifter you?” 

“I'd make a speech asking their 
iclp to stamp out petty graft.” 
“And if they demanded action?” 

“Appoint a committee.” 

“What if the governor starts an in- 
estigation?” 

“Go fishing.” 

“Good. Now about offices. Who 
gets the jobs?” 

“Whoever you say.” 
- “That's right! How about the five- 
ent fare?” 

“Unless we get something out of it, 
stays.” 

“Now how would you’ answer 
harges that crime is flourishing?” 
“Demand more patrolmen.” 

“And what would you do when 
verything was running smoothly?” 

“Install a new traffic system.” 
“Good.” The fat man made a no- 
tation on his pad and the city had a 
new candidate for mayor. 
—A. STAUDERMAN 
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“Now, don’t move, Bill!’ 
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Phrenology—Yes or No? 
By S.J. Perelman 


Gen years ago, whilst I was travel- 

ing in the southern part of the 
United States and lecturing on phre- 
nology, I was overtaken by a severe 
thunderstorm and compelled to seek 
refuge from the elements—fire, earth, 
water, hydrogen, iodoform, and cunei- 
form—in a lonely farmhouse. Mine 
host, bluff Squire Turgeniev, had two 
beautiful daughters named Grace, 
shapely young blondes of about nine- 
teen years old apiece, with dazzling 
blue eyes and even teeth. We spent 
the evening talking about phrenology, 
ind all through the conversation I 
could feel the burning eyes of the girls 
ipon me. When the time came to re- 
tire, I discovered much to my dismay 
that there were only twelve beds avail- 
able, as a platoon of Union soldiers 
was quartered in the buttery under 


Major Yancy and there was a band of , 


lawless gorillas bivouacking in the 
scullery. This meant that I would 
have to put up in the constabulary 
among the horses. I withdrew there 
with good grace and wrapped myself 
in my tartan. In a few moments I 
was in the arms of Morpheus, so to 
speak. I must have slept an hour or 
so when a timid knock on the door 
aroused me. Buckling on my buckler, 
I answered the door cautiously, think- 
ing that it was one of Yancy’s troops. 
To my amazement, jt turned out to be 
the eldest of Squire ‘Turgeniev’s 
daughters, a comely brunette scarcely 
turned twenty, in whose imperious 
eves I beheld the untamed spirit of 
Viking ancestors and sea-rovers. 

“I—I have mislaid my harp,” she 
stammered prettily beneath downcast 
cheeks. “Can you help me?” Evera 
ladies’ man, this bewitching appeal 
could not fail to move me. I looked 
ibout, but with the exception of a 
harp named Shamus O’ Donnell, asleep 
in the straw, I could see nothing which 
answered her description. 

“Oh, don’t bother, sir,” she inter- 
rupted nervously. “I really came here 
to ask you something. I have been a 
lover of good horse-flesh since infancy, 
but every time I go near a horse it 
kicks. Would you examine my skull 
nd see whether phrenology can find 
the answer?” 

I immediately put on my shoes and 
subjected the crown of her head to a 
There lay the 
answer indeed. The small bump, 
“Capable of Subduing High-Spirited 
Colts,” was missing. She blenched 
when I told her, and great tears gath- 


close examination. 
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ered in her magnificent orbs. I ad- 
vised her to seck out some other pro- 
fession, preferably in some city where 
there was a paucity of horses. A 
hasty consultation of MacGregor’s 
Horse Index revealed that Mound 
City, Missouri, possessed only three 
horses, two of whom had mulish tem- 
pers. Wrapping my tartan about both 
of us, we quickly drove off in her 


father’s racing gig. Today the young 
lady is happily married to a pastry 
cook named Furniss and she tends the 
Furniss with her own loving hands. 
Peace to her ashes. 

I have told this short and stuffy 
story to make clear just what help 
phrenology can be. In this connec- 


tion I recall an anecdote illustrating a 
more poignant side of the science. 
Several years ago I was overtaken by 
a violent drought whilst on my way to 
Tombstone, Arizona, to give myself 
up. I was forced to take shelter for 
the night in the home of bluff Squire 
Furniss. After a hearty supper, the 
bluff squire and his charming young 
wife, a ravishing brunette with entic- 
ing curves and melting eyes, besieged 
me with questions about phrenology. 
All evening I felt the squire’s burning 
eyes fixed upon me. Came bedtime 
and I found to my consternation that 
the barn had burned down and I 
would have to sleep in the house. 
(Continued on page 28) 
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DO YOU MIND IF I PLAY THROUGH 


YOU FOLKS ? GURGLED THE GOLFER 


Why are the snowflakes dancing? 
tising for the snowball. Get it? 


Abba-dabba, dear heart, they’re prac- 
“I ask you, laddies,” trumpeted Mrs. 


Farnoogly of the Pratt Street Parent-Leeches’ Association, “what is home 

without a mother?” “An incubator!” spat the good old Voice-from-the- 

Rear-of-the-Hall. Next week the Emperor of China and Six Maddening 

Manchu Maids—Sia—in their new song smash, “I’m Dancing with Peers 
in My Rice.” 
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THE MORNING CANTER 
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flower pot. 





neeze every time I had a puncture,” said the third chemist. 
The fourth chemist replied: “I don’t blame you. Every 
time you hit a bump your eyes would water.” 
“Not only that,” continued the chief, “but your spare tire 


ade solemn, elderly chemists wearing the conventional white 

jackets of their profession, sat around an acid-stained mar- 
ble table in the Synthetic Rubber Laboratory at Menlo Park. 
In the center of the table stood several stalks of goldenrod in 


vloves, lit a Bunsen burner and said: 

“Gentlemen, with a little more patience, I think we will 
have found a true substitute for rubber.” 

The second chemist said: “I have just distilled a bushel of 
ragweed and I think I have found something to take the place 
of the umbrella I lost last spring!” 

“IT stumbled on a formula for making automobile tires from 

inflowers, but I had to give up the idea because it made me 





The visiting baseball player backs up his friend. 


Say It With Rubber 
By Jack Cluett 


The chief chemist donned a pair of rubber 


vould nod its head when the sun went down.” 


The second 


chemist said: ‘Just 


hink -of the future of goldenrod if 
e’re successful! Why, it'll be noth- 
gq to go out into a field and pick 


ourself a bunch of rubber boots.” 

Or get 
em leak because the soles were made 
it of dandelions by mistake,” added 

third chemist. 

The fourth 
ore dandelion wine, fellows.  In- 
tead of distilling it we'll be making 
istic bands and garden hose out 


s 


The chief said: “Just think: Baby’s 
ibber pants will one day be nodding 
n the sun in a field of wildflowers.” 
next thing you know, 
the clothesline drying 
it,” added the second chemist, feed- 


“And _ the 


inging on 


er. 


The second 


ra guinea pig with a medicine drop- 


are very careful we may be able to 
cultivate a field of toy balloons. Only 
when the field goes to seed it will look 
like a Yale- (Continued on page 32) 


mixed up and have 


chemist added: “No 


chemist said: “If we 
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Department of the Interior 


I AM not rich. I can’t afford 

A full time servant or a Ford, 
But there are compensations just 
The same, and even though I must 
Be indigent to dodge the clutch 
Of decorators, that’s not much 


To suffer for the sake of peace 


—MarGaret Fisupack 





“Wy gawd! I oughta have slapped him!” 














“Well, I really wanted a stenographer.” 


When I must sign a three-year lease. 




































































4 JUDGE 














Wr 9 fbr 







An ordinance in the city of 
Glen Cove, Long Island, im- 
poses a fine of ten dollars on 
any person caught digging 
more than twenty-four sand- 
worms at one time. 











+4 

: A New York law prohibits sitting on a park 
i} bench with a newspaper under you. 

a} 

I 
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In Vancouver it is unlawful to 
ride any “tricycle” at more than 


ten miles per hour within the city i oa 
limits. 21 











An ordinance of Long Beach, California, makes it 

unlawful for any person to sit or recline on the 

beach with his body or any part thereof upon or 

touching the body of any other person or part 
thereof. 


It is illegal to sr 


sneeze on Sun- 
day in West 
Virginia. 


NOBLE EXPERIMENTS 


eee. 











Middle of the Road 


IBERALS in all ages have been 
L; the middle-of-the-road folk. Un- 
kind critics often accuse them of 
being fence-sitters or straddlers. It 
is true that the fair name of liberal- 
ism is invoked by the timid breed who 
play safe and equivocate, hoping to 
whack up the spoils and kudos who- 
ever wins. But your genuine liberal 
is always bold, often lonely and some- 
times bloody. For the middle of the 
read is the exposed position. He who 
treads it is raked by the fire of both 
sides, from those who skulk in the 
shrubbery and those who stalk and 
roar upon the peaks. 

This is apropos of an address given 
recently by Nicholas Murray Butler. 
He issued the warning that “the co- 
lossal experiment which is going for- 
ward in Russia” is a challenge to our 
social order, that we are at another 
turning point in history where we 
must reconsider the question of the 
rights of the one and of the many. 

Where we break with communism 
is that it “exalts a single social and 
economic class to permanent political 
power and that it disavows absolutely 
the universal and equal citizenship 
and civil rights of all men. . 

“The ideal society is not the care- 
fully graded Republic of Plato or the 
Communist State of Marx or Lenin. 
It is the free association of men act- 
ing under the Bill of Rights, but act- 
ing each with high intelligence, with 
moral purpose, and all  socially- 
minded.” 

We can no longer make the com- 
paratively clean-cut choice between 
extreme individualism on the one hand 
and rigid collectivism on the other. 
The issue is drawn not between com- 
munism and capitalism, but between 
communism and liberalism. ‘Probably 
the multi-millionaire of today and the 
directors of large corporate organiza- 
tions, as much as any other single 
force, hold the future of liberalism in 
their own hands.” 

The liberal does not have to espouse 


Socialism to recognize that “he will 
strengthen his case against the Com- 
munist immeasurably if he accepts 
and acts upon the Socialist point of 
view.” And so we must come to a 
“revaluation of liberal doctrine.” 

After all, the hardest part of taking 
the middle of the road is not being 
the target of the brickbats. It is in 
finding where the middle of the road 
is. Social topography alters with the 
years. Solid pavements crumble, pit- 
falls yawn at old familiar corners, 
what used to be the gutter becomes 
the thoroughfare. That is why lib- 
eralism has fallen into disrepute in 
recent years. Since Woodrow Wil- 
son faltered, it had almost lost its way. 
It cries out for a new leader. Never 
doubt that the leader will be found, 
whether in an Owen Young or a 
Dwight Morrow or in some_high- 
spirited youth as yet obscure. Lib- 
eralism cannot long be denied, for it 
is the middle of the road that finally 
gets you there. 


No Law Can Touch Him 


S PEAKING of laws, a reader sends us 
’ this true story: 
“A girl in 





was run over 
by a car seven years ago and had 
her spine dislocated. She has not 
been able to walk since. She got lib- 
eral insurance at the time and her 
father had himself appointed her 
guardian. Her accident and subse- 
quent infirmity proved a boon to him. 
He never did work. He squandered her 
money and has lived on what he could 
solicit because of his daughter. 

“A little more than a year ago a 
friend sent a chiropractor to see her. 
The friend paid all expenses for the 
chiropractor and for the equipment 
she was to use for recovery. For 
some time her mother gave her the 
prescribed treatments and the girl 
showed marked improvement. 

*“Because he doesn’t want her cured, 
this man has hounded his wife so that 
treatments have been discontinued. 

“If he were to strike his daughter 
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SO as to cause such an injury as she 
suffers from, he could be prosecuted. 
To the best of my knowledge and be- 
lief, however, there is no statute under 
which he can be prosecuted for pre- 
venting the treatments for which 
someone else has already paid.” 

Our correspondent asks whether 
there should not be a law to punish a 
person so depraved. The answer of 
course is no. Certain evils are quite 
beyond the reach of the community. 
One of our troubles is that we are try- 
ing too hard to make people behave 
themselves by fiat. Much as we may 
rage at individual wickedness and in- 
justices, our only safe hope of eradi- 
cating them from the world is by the 
painfully slow but not impossible 
process of changing human nature. 


Better Football 


‘Ts Jones, reviewing the changes 

in the football rules, promises 
that this fall we shall see the game at 
its very best, “a fairer game than at 
any time in its history,” with the high- 
est premium on speed, precision and 
strategy. 

The swain in the stands will have 
less trouble than usual in explaining 
the new rules to his breathless damsel. 
They are simple but they may be im- 
portant. One affects the shift play, 
requiring a definite stop interval of a 
full second between the end of the 
shift and the snapping of the ball. A 
stop-watch will be held on it. Ille- 
gal starting will thus be detected and 
penalized. Another change  elimi- 
nates all screening of the forward 
pass, permitting no member of the at- 
tacking team to interfere even pas- 
sively by getting in the way of the 
defense until after the pass has been 
completed. This, Jones believes, will 
very soon develop forward passing 
more brilliant than ever. 

Thus, year by year, football is 
made a better show for the paying 
customers. And, unfortunately, less 
fun for the players. 

R. J. W. 
















































































































He Might at That 


OY ean, she’s a swell girl, Joe, and 
I’m crazy about her, but I’m just 
wondering. .. .” 

“Now, Bill, don’t you wonder any- 
thing about that kid. She'll make you 
a fine wife.” 

“Oh, I know she will. But what 
worries me is this: if I marry her will 
I lose my citizenship, and right to 
vote and things like that?” 

“Say, I didn’t know she was a for- 
eigner !” 

“Well, I’m not sure, Joe. There’s 
a sort of fine point involved.” 

“What is she? English?” 

oe 

“French? Jugo-Slavian?” 

“Oh nononono. She was born in 
this country, all right, and so were 
her parents.” 

“Then how do you figure you may 
forfeit your citizenship? Just what is 
she?” 

“A radio soprano, Joe.” 


—Cuet JOHNSON 
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“And, Your Honor, she threw all of my letters right in my face!” 








Invitation to Suburbia 
Q" I thought I was fond of the city, 


That nothing could tear me away ; 
And the burden of this little ditty, 
The thought that I'd like to convey 
Is just this, since the suburbs have 
lured me, 
Since living with trees all around, 
Utter quiet completely assured me, 
My sleep is uncommonly sound. 


Say! The place that I’ve got is a 
dandy, 
It’s modern in every regard, 
First-rate stores and the station are 


handy 
(And I play putt-putt golf in my 
yard). 











Every room is remarkably breezy, 
The school’s near, the water’s just 
fine ; 
Why commuting’s a pleasure, its 


easy 
When you've got a fine place like 
mine. 


So I'd like you to come ovt and see it. 
Let’s make it some night for a meal, 
For we grow our own truck. You'll 
agree it 
Is living a life that’s ideal. 
Please don’t keep me too long in sus 
pense for 
I'd like you to share what we reap 
And to know what my little place 
rents for 
Since it’s now on the market dirt 
cheap. —Carroii Carroii 














You Can’t Lose 


|= police precinct station was si- 

lent. It seemed like a thoughtful 
silence, and it was. The desk ser- 
veant, two policemen, and four detec- 
tives were grouped about the table. 
[They'd scratch their heads now and 
then, but otherwise the quiet was sim- 
ply dreadful. 


At last the desk sergeant spoke: 
Fellows, it all depends upon how 
they time it... .” 


One of the detectives disagreed: 
“Not at all, Butch. If they fake it, 
nobody can stop them, nobody—and 
vou know it.” 


A burly policeman voiced his opin- 
on: “Well, they’ve got reserves to fall 
mck on, and_ besides, they've got 
lenty of guts.” 


“Why, sure,” said the desk ser- 
veant, “‘sure, they’ve got guts and 
they’ve got reserves and they can 
ike; but the timing is the thing—if 
that could only be doped out... .” 
Che desk sergeant’s tone gave the im- 
ession that it couldn't. 








Another detective spoke up: “" 
nk all you guys have got the wrong 
lant on them. They’ve been doin’ a 
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Process Server—A little something for you, Mr. St. Peter! 





“A fine day, Ella; the air is like grape-juice!” 











lot of traveling, but somebody’s 
bound to stop ’em, they can’t go on 
forever. ...” 

“Naw,” said the first detective, “the 
others are too dumb to stop them... . 


There’s a master mind back of that 
bunch.” 


Silence again in the precinct sta- 
tion. Each man was busy with his 
own thoughts. Thoughts of the for 
lorn hopelessness of the situation. 
Even the police force could only think 
and wonder. What was happening in 
the District Attorney’s office? .. . The 
Mayor’s headquarters? . . . The edi 
torial rooms of the papers? ... 


» “Well,” said the desk sergeant final 
ly, 


“the only thing we can possibly do 
is sit tight... .” 

“We'll sit tight, all right,” said a 
policeman. 

“And wait and see.” The desk ser 
geant finished. 


“T guess so,” said one of the plain 
clothes-men, “you'll wait and see; 
but my ten bucks are on Rockne and 
Notre Dame anytime.” 


Davin S. LEHMAN 
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AST YEAR, in “Veneer,” Hugh 
L: Stange wrote a play that held 
considerable promise of his 

But this with “‘The 
Long Road,” a program note, embel- 
lished with such literature as “through 
the veil of misty years,” “the rich 
scarlet blood of the dying” and “deep 
in the slimy mud,” prepares us for the 
worst 


future. vear, 


before his curtain goes up. 
That worst is realized, not in continu- 
ance of such literary delicatessen, true 
enough, but in some of the dullest, 
most rococo and most tasteless war 
guff that has been peddled in the 
theatre. 

By way of trying to achieve an air 
of homely Brooklyn simplicity pre- 
liminary to the stereotyped bass-drum 
wallopings, red gelatine slide 
flagrations, cognac swillings and he- 
man cussing of the subsequent acts, 
Mr. Stange spends the first half hour 
of his brain-child having his charac- 
ters discuss their sore feet, theirs and 
others’ the that 
one of his female characters has need 
of considerable perfume, and other 
such dainty and savoury topics. This 
accomplished, he adds a very arty 
touch to his dramatic writing by in- 
troducing a composer-lover, a cabaret 
jazz band leader who, with a far- 
away Tschaikowski look, whispers 
that he dreams of confecting a great 
symphony that shall depict, out of his 
own future horrible war experiences, 
the glory and terror of battle. After 
a short time spent in a training camp 
in the South, the composer-lover re- 
turns, sits down to the piano and glee- 
fully announces that his masterpiece, 
depicting out of his aforementioned 
awful war experiences the glory and 
terror of battle, is almost completed. 
With his foot glued firmly to the loud 
pedal, he thereupon proves what Mr. 
Stange wishes us to believe is his great 
musical genius by playing a slice of 
obstreperous cacophony, concluding 
the entertainment with what he desig- 
nates a “love motif”, executed with 
one finger. 


con- 


corns, circumstance 


























The action now gradually passes to 
the war zone in France and the next 
reel concerns the heroine’s husband's 
discovery that his spouse is to have a 
babe by the piano-player. Marcelle, 
the inevitable Marcelle of war 
drama, is on hand to console him with 
her inevitable pigeon-English and in- 
evitable jug of cognac and, crying out 
his contempt of all females, he pro- 
ceeds to give a very bad imitation of a 
lecherous talkie actor, grabs Marcelle 
—who for no white man’s reason 
seems to be greatly shocked and hor- 
rified—and, as the curtain 
down, is apparently about to lose him- 
self and his misery in some very rough 
crim. con, The next scene is a make- 
shift hospital for the wounded. By 
way of suggesting that the Germans 
are battering hell out of place, the 
producer works up such a racket off- 
stage that what is said during the act 
becomes entirely and completely unde- 
cipherable. It vaguely appears, how- 
ever, that one of the mortally wounded 
brought in is the piano-player. At 
this point, Mr. George Jean Nathan 
had the honor to go home. 


loose 


comes 


Otto Kruger has the role of the hus- 
band and presents another of his pro- 
ficient and very lifelike portrayals of 
a Schinken. With a newspaper care- 
fully hung out of his side pocket to 
indicate unaffected and breezy charm, 
with periodic lusty knee and leg slap- 
ping to suggest great geniality, and 
with every other line followed by a 
heavily manufactured but presumably 
lovable little chuckle, the gentleman’s 
only serious competitor for the histri- 
onic tin cup would seem to be Mr. 
William Hodge. The piano-playing 
neo-Richard Strauss is Howard Miller, 
who conveys his idea of a genius in 
the throes of compositional meditation 
by sitting in the posture of a man with 
an aggravated bellyache and gazing 
fixedly at an imaginary hole in the 
carpet. The wife is played by Miss 
Marion Wells who has evidently been 
told by someone that natural acting 
consists in a sedulous avoidance of 
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FORGE JEAN NATHAN 


everything even faintly associated 
with the art of acting. 
. 2 ss 
Apevt twenty minutes after “Th 
Up and Up,” by the Mesdames 

Flint and Madison, gets under way, 
the little underworld heroine 
wistfully against a door jamb and ar 
ticulates her longing for a little home 
in the country with green shutters. 
Nevertheless, I stayed a while longer. 
What I was rewarded with, save for a 
moderately interesting 
what later in the evening showing the 
workings of a race-track bookmakers’ 
‘phone room, was—as the more intelli 
gent than I will already have duly 
surmised —the same old Oh-yeah 
tripe, replete with exclamations of the 
name of the Saviour, allusions to the 
canine genealogy of the more objec 
tionable characters, the depiction ot 
tough women by actresses who pu‘ 
their hands on their hips and undulate 
superciliously out of the door, the 
“them days” species of locution, theo 
retically humorous characters who mis 
pronounce long words, the worthless 
husband’s stealing of the family sav 
ings out of the tea-pot, detectives with 
immovable hats, and the imperturb 
able gambler who never smokes or 
drinks, who has a heart of gold and 
whose idea of sang froid is to speak in 
a voice so refinedly pianissimo that 
no one can make out what he is saying. 

Pat O’Brien, as the heroic gambler, 
save when he drops his voice to a 
point of unintelligible elegance, offers 
the evening’s best performance. Miss 
Sylvia Field, generally an interesting 
actress, is unconvincing as the mani 
cure girl who goes into the speakeasy 
business. Donald MacDonald, who 
has the role of the weakling male lov: 
interest, continues to portray impul 
siveness by suddenly stepping forward 
with his right foot and then vibrating 
his left leg. Some of the minor part 
are well handled. But the evening on 
the whole amounts to just another big 
argument for tree-sitting. 
(Nathan’s Recommendations on page 29) 
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Moving Verses 
Housecleaning 


Brrcrz the dawn of moving day 
We firmly vowed to throw away 

A lot of things about the place 

That simply filled up useful space. 

But when the crucial moments came, 

Remarked my wife in secret shame, 

“We simply can’t throw out this 





tray— 
. Why, what would Uncle Hector say! 
) And with this chair I'll never part— 


*"Twould break dear Cousin Bella’s 
heart!” 

I salvaged stained tobacco bowls, 

Old pipes and hooks and fishing poles, 

So when we reached our new abode 

We saw the moving men unload 

if Upon the street before our door 

i: More junk than we possessed before! 


; —Artuur L. Lippmann 








ani. 


2 + ee . 
RR 


Stiles 


— 


JUDGE 








18 








Look, Ma yor!” 


The Discovery of America 


(How it would have affected various 
of our modern journals.) 


Tue Lirerary Digest 


“As event of far-reaching cons« 

quence,” says the Paris Gazette. 
“It will have important results,” say 
this same paper going on in a similar 
vein. “It has no parallel in modern 
maritime history,’ reports the Madrid 
Journal, and this same opinion i 
echoed by the Lisbon Courier. “Co 
lumbus,” the London Leader tells us. 
“is a product of modern Genoese ci\ 
ilization, in every way the epitome of! 
the pioneer spirit.” “It is not 
worthy,” the Rome Churchman com- 
meats, “that the discoverer does not 
smoke, drink or chew.” 


TIME 


Last week pensive Indians parading 
jagged, fustian shores of new-world 
America were startled out of their sto! 
id, squatty taciturnity by the appea 
ance of a sail against the reddish, sur 
going-down horizon. “Heap bi 
canoe!’ chorused assembled Redskin 
One hour later Italian-under-Spanis! 
flag Columbus* discovered America. 

* Not to be confused with thriving 
industrious Columbus, Ohio. 


CosMOPOLITAN 


The Editor is proud to announ 
that beginning with the next issu 
there will be a series of articles ent 
tled, “How I Discovered America, 
by Christopher Columbus. 


—Artruur SILVERBLATT 
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 —_—_———. Science and Nature 

i3u2 3U2e The hawk has such wonderful vi- 
iin Ju22 sion that even while flying at a height 
293YwNV AI where it cannot be seen by the human 


eye, it can spot a mouse in a cornfield. 
In fact, a hawk, perched in the last 
row of a football stadium, could prob- 
















ably follow the ball in the scrimmages. 


And the tree-sitters seem to have 
joined the back-to-the-soil movement. 


‘I’m afraid Ill have to get a divorce—he’s terribly gun-shy!” 


Just the Best Time 
| By Quentin Reynolds 
W mr's that, mister? You wanted to buy a present for 


your wife, and you thought stockings would be nice? 
What size? You don’t know? You say she is a blonde and 
she has brown eyes? That won't help, mister; you better get 
her a box of candy.”” Can you imagine a sap like that, Mamie? 
But I guess all men seem like saps to me alongside of my Jack. 
I must tell you about yesterday. I and Jack went out and he 
practically proposed to me. Oh, we had the best time. 

On account of it being Sunday, of course we didn’t have to 
work, so Jack says, “Let us go for a walk in the park.” I said 
that was all right because I am, if I do say so, a knockout, 
what with a new pair of those silk all-the-way-up imported 
special $3.54 open-work stockings on and my new pair of leaf- 
brown kidskin shoes, trimmed with gen-you-wine lizard. I 
also was wearing one of those special $7.49, reduced-from- 
$17.00 tunic blouses in dull turquoise—and I am telling you I 
| was all set to give the natives a treat. 





a2 


I guess we are members of this jazz-mad younger genera 


tion all right,”’ I tell the cream in my coffee. ‘We have a day “Old-fashioned? My dear, he actually plays 
off and we go walking in the park. I suppose your idea of a Ping Pong!” 


real wild time would be to stay home and make fudge!” 
Anyone who ever ate any fudge 
you made would certainly have a wild 
> time. Last time you sent some over 
yt to my house we gave it to our neigh- 
bor, Mrs. Claney, and she ain’t spoken 
to us since.” 

sy now we are looking at the lions 
- in the zoo and I must say they look 
9 very mangy and sleepy. “They don’t 
7 look so tough,” I tells Jack. “And I 
, wonder should I drop my glove in that 
den with the lions, would you hop 
down there and get it for me like the 
hero in ‘Ben Hur,’ or was it “The Sec- 
ond Mrs. Cheney’? I remember we 

seen it at the Parkside one night.” 
a “I would not be so selfish as to do 
» that, because if I did I would be de- 
S priving you of my company from now 
on. I do not think there is any use in 
jumping into a lions’ den to get a 
~ = glove when you can get two of them at 
the department store where you work 





. ° ” 
(Continued on page 26) “My goodness, they’re pouring the coal down the wrong cellar again. 
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The Slump 
“Go: Harry, but I never saw 


things as bad as they are now.” 

“Things goin’ pretty tough with 
you too, huh?” 

“Are they? I tell ya I’m hardly 
makin’ expenses any more.” 

“I’m sure goin’ in th’ hole fast my- 
self. Couldn’t even make th’ pay- 
ments on th’ car this month, an’ they 
took it away yesterday, that’s why I’m 
walkin’.”’ 

“Gosh, that’s too bad. Last week I 
called on thirty-five prospects an’, no 
foolin’, I didn’t get car-fare.”’ 

“I tell ya they haven’t any money.” 

“T’'ll say money’s scarce this vear.” 

“Th’ country’s in a helluva shape, 
if you'd ask me.” 

“It sure is, when a couple of first- 
class hold-up guys like us can’t make a 
respectable livin’ somethin’s wrong.” 

Scott Brown 


a mm 








dl r Se Salesmanship 


lL. Onn = ; “T’p like to look at an old sedan ' 
7 pe? I “Certainly. Right down here. Now 


r here’s a good used 1924 Cadillac!” 

| “No, I—” 

(3 “Well, here’s a Packard. This is 
t 1922. It’s a bargain at $100.” 


“That’s still too new.” 

“Then how about a Lincoln? Th 
is a 1920. Only 50 bucks.” 

“Well, you see——” 

“Wait a minute. I just thought o 
this 1918 Dodge. Some of the chass 
missing, but it runs. It’s 30 bucks 

“That's too new, I think.” 

The salesman wiped his brow 
“Just what did you want this car for? 

“I wanted to tell you. You see, 
drive a taxi in the suburbs——’”’ 

“Oh, why didn’t you say so? Here's 
just the thing for you. A 1906 For 
—three fenders and some of the moto 
gone, but it runs fine down hill.” 


“Good! I'll take it.” 

















The absent-minded Prof. takes a 
parachute jump. 
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Then there’s the Scotchman who 


tried to buy a seven-passenger Austin. —A.L STAUDERMAN 








?? ? 


el 


} 











— . aa 








“Don’t get excited, lady. I just came back for some of my tools!!” 
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Southern Exposure 


T= latest remodeling venture in 

town (tho you won't hear about it 
from real-estate 
12th Ave. and 47th St., on the site of 
1 city junk heap—in short, altho re 
modeled in a sense, it is still a city 


junk heap. 


It’s become a squatters’ paradise 
for the unemployed who can no longer 
pay rent. A hardy little group of 
them, all male, some white, some col- 
ored, have settled down in the most 
imazing hand-made houses, built of 
soap-boxes, scraps of old tin and zinc, 
straw, and whatever else the dump has 
vielded. 
than a soap-box, either, and in one of 
these houses will dwell three, four or 
five young fellows, unkempt, out of a 
job, and happy. They're all happy. 
They stroll down to the river of an 
evening to bathe and do their laundry, 
whistling and singing, and they bow 
you into their homes with real old- 
fashioned Southern hospitality. The 


No one house is much bigger 





“THE POT OF 
BALL AND CHAINERY! 
\NHY-SOMETIMES. (M 
“TEMPIED To SAY To 
A WOMAN —“How 


dealers) is over at” 


ut te (AP iss LENS / 


lly. 


LNA T= 


colony has no name—Dumpville-on- 
Hudson will do, I suppose. It’s not 
a bad life, it really isn’t. There is a 
brave spirit pervading it, and one 
house even flies an American flag on 
the end of a 
broomstick — a 
very shabby one, 
but flying with the 
best of them—a 
touch that is all 
the more effec- 
tive because of 
the size of the 
house. If any of 
your friends are 
missing, you 
might search for 
them there. May- 
be some of the 
Wall St. boys 
have taken ref- 
uge in (instead 
of on top) one of 
the soap-boxes. 


Hihatrocity 


ELL, sir, Paris would do it! The 

ball and chain formerly worn by 

the man is now worn by the woman, 
who seems to have 

gone in for exotic jew- 
Nae elry which weighs 
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PRIA SPEADING THE EVENING A 


CANT— 
EDDY BILKINGION - 
BILKINGTON |S 
DROPPIN NER FROM 
, HIS “CHATEAU PICKLE- 
BARREL? AN’ WE'RE 


*CUTTING IN" ON A 
=F (GAR! 


flatter than Jimmy McLarnin planted 
Singer. They also go in for extremely 
gay colors, while necklaces are worn 
hanging down the back instead of the 
front and are festooned in all manner 
of designs about the shoulders. Imag 
ine the impact when you run into 
someone on a dance floor and spend 
the next few weeks picking beads out 
of your back! 


Remote Control 


Ts have finally fixed it so you can 


turn the radio off from your bed- 


, “TEXAS GUINANES QUE 
HOSTESSES G BREAK ” 

WWE ICE AT CVERBIG 

PRINAE PARTES! 


side, which is one step towards hu 
manizing the world. You go to bed 
for a quiet read, and one of your fam 
ily starts the thing going. Presto! 
you reach out, throw the switch, and 
the thing is off! (By attaching a lock 
and key to the switch, you are as 
sured continued quiet.) How to turn 
off radios next door is something 
else, and I wish the elegant gents 
who worked out this device would 
turn their brilliant minds to that 
problem. 


(Continued on page 31) 
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IN ANCIENT TIMES 
Moving Day 
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[ the early days of photography, 
when the studio bore the same re- 
itionship to art as a blacksmith to a 
sculptor, a photograph was considered 


successful if it bore a lifelike, or 
rather, lifeless, resemblance to its sub- 








ject. With mechanical development, 
rtisans have gone back to art for 


their rules and today a photograph by 
Steichen or Bourke-White resembles a 
thograph or a charcoal drawing more 
in it does a photograph. Any movie 
n years ago shows the wondrous im- 
rovement that has been made by the 
mera experts. 
Sunrise,’ the pictures in 
Hell’s Angels,” dozen other 
h treatments afford ample proof of 
e expert craftsmanship that is avail- 
Yet, with 
is. progress staring them in the face, 
icy have gone back to the photo- 
raphie period of two decades ago, the 
lored picture. In 1910 this might 
ive been great stuff, but considering 
he shading, the depth, the atmos- 
herie effects possible with the mod- 
ern camera, it is ridiculous and child- 
+h to expect even a movie audience to 
ccept colored pictures that look as 
hough they were hand-tinted in a 
Coney Island studio. 


The moor scene in 
flying 
and a 


le for movie producers. 


“Follow Thru,” among other things, 

colored. You cannot distinguish 

le features of the players, except in 

close-ups, and then they look like 

le calendar prints sent out by the 

cal hardware store. I have yet to 

cet a customer who likes colored 

hotography, but the producers seem 

ntent on making things as hard as 

ossible for the patrons these days, and 

' ! it settles down to an endurance con- 

st I think Hollywood is going to 

se. It seems the boys are looking 

or a new gadget with which to lure 

the boys and girls, since they cannot 

ike legitimate movies that will keep 

lem standing in line, but if they think 

lored pictures will turn the trick 

xt year’s dividend sheet should show 
them their error. 











JUDGE 


By 
PARE LORENTZ 


Besides being colored, “Follow 
Thru” has almost every fault in the 
movie category. It has Charles 


(Buddy) Rogers being his breathless, 
eager self as a singing and pouting 
golf teacher, and he alone is a major 
fault. Nancy Carroll can’t sing, but 
she manages to be quiet and restrained 
in a routine musical comedy ingénue 
part. The comedy that was pleasing 
on the stage is dragged so long on the 
screen, you can nap between laughs, 
and the leading comic, an ingratiating 
lad with loose eyebrows, is so smeared 
over by the colored photography you 
can’t even see his face, much less his 
eyebrows. As a musical comedy “Fol- 
low Thru” moved quickly. Canned, 
it is just about the most miserable 
thing in the way of a movie I have 
seen in months. 


I * tapearrsabd Nook”’ is almost an insti- 
tution in England, and its film 
version, “One Embarrassing Night,” 
is a very pleasant little comedy. There 
is nothing explosively funny in the 
thing, but there is an ease and a sim- 
ple charm about the piece that makes 
you like it. While the British wise- 
cracks fall as leaden as the jokes of 
last year’s Punch, any British comic 
seemingly can roll up his sleeves and 





Recommended 


“Holiday”—If you have not seen it 
look for it the next time. 


“Hell’s Angels”—The oil king’s super 
production with enough good moments 
to make it a show 


“Moby Dick’—That old salt, John 
Barrymore, wrestles with a mattress 
and makes love to Joan Bennett, amid 
some good pictures. 


“Old English’—George Arliss scru- 
pulously stumbling through a portrait 
of an old man 


“One Embarrassing Night”—A famous 
English comedy turned fairly well for 
the screen. 


“Raffies”—An unsuccessful attempt at 
the spontaneous humor of “Bulldog Drum- 
mond” but Colman and Menzies keep 
it out of the ash can. 


“Storm Over Asia”—Propaganda not- 
withstanding, the Russians have done 
another excitirg job. 











JUVGWG TEMOVIES 


my 





turn to pantomime at the drop of the 
hat, and the two gentlemen who wan- 
der about in this show are worthy fol- 
lowers of the Chaplin and Lane school 
of shadow play. The story amounts 
to almost nothing, yet it manages to 
be a little bit exciting because of the 
fact that neither the heroine nor the 
two heroes are cast in the exact mold 
of the Hays school of purity, and 
there is some feeling that the circum- 
stances that place a mysterious young 
lady in the house of a newly married 
man might actually become embarrass- 
ing, if you like the word. I recom- 
mend it as a good show; in fact, the 
only decent comedy to be seen in the 
movies these barren days. 


Some time ago in these columns I 
‘claimed that the Guaranty Trust 
Company of New York had issued a 
report characterizing the movie com- 
panies as unsound and risky. The 
Guaranty Trust Company never made 
such a statement, and I’m sorry the 
whole thing came up. I’m not going 
to make a mistake again and attempt 
to name the bank that did issue such a 
report (it really wasn’t just an idea 
that I made up—my information was 
confidential and supposedly authorita- 
tive but mixed on its banks, and I’m 
not going to attempt to start all over 
again). 

However, while I’m not going to at- 
tempt to go into the finances of the 
various corporations, I’m going to irri- 
tate the editor and speak my piece 
about the financial policy of the movie 
corporations to this extent: they 
charge too much for their entertain- 
ment in the big houses. Since their 
movies have fallen off in character and 
content, they have been forced to add 
vaudeville, master of ceremonies and 
personal appearances to their bills to 
such an extent that the movie theatre 
is no longer cheap nor is it a movie 
theatre. And if that isn’t unsound and 
risky then I should be a financial 
writer. 
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A Real One, At Last! 


© [wane a room with bath.” 
“Well, you'll take what 
you get!” 

“Listen, I’m all tired out, 
and not in the mood for wise- 
cracks. I want a room with 
bath, and I want it quick.” 

“Tired out! From doing 
what? Loafing? Sitting 
around the club? Playing 
bridge on a train all day?” 

“Say, young fella, just 
who do you think you are?” 

“I'll show you who I am! 
Pick up those bags, and get 
‘em out of the way! And 
hurry up, too! We just swept 
out this lobby and we don’t 
want it cluttered up.” 

“Wel, Ell OG..-6! 

“Now don’t you swear at 
me? I’ve put up with your 
rages and temper as long as 
I’m going to! Well, what are 
you standing there staring at 
me for? Do something! Say 
something!” 

“Say, listen, if you’re filled 
up, just say so. Perhaps I 
should have wired for a res- 
ervation, but I had some im- 
portant business and... .” 








Theatrical Boarding-House. 





“Hello there, do you play Contract?” 
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“Oh, yes! You can find 
time for everything but tel: 
phoning what time you'd bh 
here! Exeuses! Alibis 
You're full of them!’ 

“Well, could I get dinner. 
anyway?” 

“It’s out in the kitchen, and 
it’s cold! If you want any 
thing, go qut and get it! 
Here’s some mail for you! | 
suppose that’s about business 
too! <A lavender envelop: 
Hmmmmph! Don’t think for 
a minute you're putting any 
thing over on me!” 

“Migosh, fella! You’re th 
funniest desk clerk I ev 
met! What kind of a hotel is 
this, anyway? Your adver 
tisement says... .” 

“It says that when vou 
come here we try to provid 
you with real homelike sur 
roundings, mister. And, |! 
ask you, don’t we?” 


In New York 


First Politician — How's 
business, Gus? 

Second Ditto—Terrible. |! 
haven’t sold an appointment 
in a month. 








4 It doesn’t cost a penny to 
buy. Nothing to sell. 


twelve 


THERE will be 


problems. The first ap- 





peared in the September 27th 
issue of Jupce. One will ap- 
pear each week. Below are 
the rules of the 
Please read them carefully. 


contest. 


The contest will consist of twelve prob- 
lems set up by Mr. Lenz. The problems 
will include: 

Bidding at Auction. (Not Contract.) 

End Plays. (Winning a_ specified 
number of tricks against any defense, 
with all cards exposed and the first 
lead shown.) 

Card Reading and Reconstruction. 
(Giving leads, based on disclosed 
bidding. Naming number of cards 
in each suit in each hand and locat- 
ing certain cards, indicated by dis- 
closed bidding, leads and plays.) 
Solutions must not be written on two 

sides of a sheet of paper. Contestants are 
urged to confine each solution to a single 
sheet. 

Not more than one solution to any one 
problem may be submitted by one contest- 
ant. Contestants are urged not to vitiate 
this rule by sending solutions in the 
names of other members of their families 
or friends. 

Solutions to more than one problem 
must not be submitted on the same sheet. 

Not more than one contestant may sub- 
mit solutions on a single sheet. 

No solutions submitted may be with- 
drawn, 






Name and address of contestant and the 
number of the problem must be clearly 
written or printed on each sheet. Name 







For solutions of this and eleven other problems 


HOW WOULD YOU BID THIS HAND? 















































I will 


award prizes valued at more than 


$20,000.00 


enter the contest. 
No service to be rendered. 


Nothing to 


Problem No. 2. 
BIDDING PROBLEM 
Auction Bridge—Not Contract 


@®K10975 @#J83 
A3 YK862 

O84 © 96 

29842 410753 





@AQs 
9QI109 
OAK 
##AK QE 


SOUTH BIDS FIRST. NO 
SCORE 

Do not bid by “double dummy” 
method. Until the contract is se- 
cured South, West, North and 
East should bid or pass in turn on 
values held and in consideration of 
previous bids 


Conditions of Contest 


must be exactly the same on all solutions. 

Solutions must not be submitted on the 
printed forms or pages from Judge or on 
other printed forms in which the prob- 
lems will be published. 

Contestants are requested not to write 
letters, set down the problems, or attach 
copies of the problems to their solutions. 


Solutions to any or all problems may be 
submitted at any time up to the close of 
the contest on December 31st. Any solu- 
tion received by December 31st will count 
in the contest: but contestants are urged 
to send in their solutions week by week 
as the problems sppear in Judge. 


The prize winners will be the contest- 
ants in order whose solutions most nearly 
correspond to solutions by Mr. Lenz which 
have been written and sealed. Not only 
correct play, correct bidding, correct read- 
ing and correct reconstruction, but the 
directness with which solutions are ar- 
rived at and the clarity with which they 
are stated will be considered in awarding 
prizes. 

Contestants in order of most nearly cor- 
rect solutions will be awarded the prizes 
in order of value. 

If two or more contestants tie they will 
receive like prizes. 

Each problem will have a scoring value 
in points, making it possible for a con- 
testant to win any prize, no matter when 
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WDNEY @ LENZ = 


PRINCIPAL PRIZES 
French Line Trip 


Round trip from New York 
to France for two people on 
one of the palatial steamers 
of the French Line.  In- 
cludes a week in France 
under direction of Thomas 
Cook & Son; trip across the 
Mediterranean and a three- 
week motor tour of North- 
ern Africa cities. 


Peerless Automobile 
Five-Passenger Custom Se- 
dan. One of the finest 
eight-cylinder cars made in 
America. 


See September 27th and October 
llth issues of Jupce for addi- 
tional prizes. 


contestant starts and even if solutions to 
all problems are not submitted; but those 
who submit solutions to all problems are 
most likely to secure the winning scores. 

Mr. Lenz will be the impartial judge of 
all awards. 

Prizes will be delivered to winners only. 

In a January issue of Judge we will be- 
gin publication of solutions to the prob- 
lems, and in succeeding issues will publish 
solutions of all problems. In the earliest 
possible issues of Judge thereafter we will 
publish the names of all prize winners; 
and all prizes will then be awarded imme- 
diately. First prize, the trip for two to 
France, including motor tour in Northern 
Africa, must be accepted by May Ist, 1931. 
Award of this prize will be based upon 
condition that winner and companion are 
to start on trip from New York not later 
than May Ist. For winner’s convenience, 
advice of this award will be made by 
telegraph two weeks in advance of publi- 
cation of award in Judge. 

No employee of Judge or member of an 
employee’s family or household may enter 
this contest. 

Address all solutions to: 


Lenz Bridge Contest 
Judge Publishing Co., Inc. 
18 East 48th St., New York City 
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| IN “THE ISOLATED GERMAN “TOWN OF 
OLLENHAUBENGAPENSTEINERSHOBEN HAVEN, 
INSTEAD OF SAYING JACK ROBINSON “HEY SAy — 
JOHAN SENFURDGRUSENKUSSUNDLIEBENTAPFELHEIMER., 


—Paul Green . 
- N.Y. City 


























Ibert Oomsk of GEORGE CJKovisH OF YAMA YAMA YAMA, CHINA | 
Rjovskiskvichsivich SALED A SAILBOAT FROM GROKEN Bow NeB. 
; . r So EVER 
Russia was born in “To DEADWOOD, SouTH DAKOTA AND — 
Warsaw, Moscow and “oucisD WATER. ~Geo.DANIEL | 
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Send your ideas for “Don’t You Believe It” to Prof. Nate Collier. 


i He will pay you $1.00 for any he can use. 
, ’ 
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a The wife is so pleased with the contrivance that keeps baby out of trouble 
} and where she wants him, that she has one made for her husband, too. 








Just the Best Time 

(Continued from page 19) 
for $1.65. Besides I do not want to be 
a lion tamer. That is one profession in 
which there are no retired members 
No one ever heard of an ex-lion tamer. 
Also I gave up hopping into lions’ 
dens for New Year’s. I gave that 
up and I also gave up going to the 
South Pole with Sir Hubert Wilkins 
in his submarine as well as standing in 
front of moving objects such as auto 
mobiles and trains.” 


So we go and look at the snakes. | 
must say it gives you the funniest feel 
ing. There is a sign up, “Do Not 
Feed or Annoy the Snakes.” Jack 
says, “I certainly would not annoy 
them snakes, as I would hate to hav: 
people go around saying, “That mug 
there is a snake annoyer.’ Besides, | 
am sorry for them snakes. I do not 
see where they have any privacy at 
all. I do not think there is any future 
in being a snake.” 

“I do not even think there is any 
future in watching them,” I say. Let 
us go over and watch that three-letter 
animal which means beast of burden.” 

“Do you mean ‘man,’ ” Jack says. 

“No, dope, I mean yak. A yak is 
something they only use in cross-word 
puzzles, and I have always wanted to 
see if there was such a animal. | 
think it is only a myth.” 

“It is not a myth,” Jack says. “A 
myth is a female moth. You should 
know that.” 

So we went and looked at the yak. 
It was the saddest-looking animal. It 
looked like it had been standing out 
in the rain without no umbrella for 
weeks. 

Jack looks at the yak. “He looks 
very much like a gentleman friend of 
mine named Frank Vail. This fellow 
was a tree surgeon. He was a nut on 
trees. He used to recite a poem that 
said something like ‘Only fools can 
make a tree.’ I say anyone who would 
try to make a tree would be a fool, ex 
cept maybe another tree. He used to 
get sad when he had to chop down a 
tree. He had sad eyes just like that 
yak. I ain’t seen that pal of mine for 
a long time. Maybe he is a yak now.’ 

There is a keeper there and Jack 
asks him, “Is this vak’s name Frank 
Vail by any chance?” 

The keeper says, “No, his nan 
ain’t Frank. Her name is Gertrude.’ 

Just then a couple comes along and 
greets Jack. “Well, if it ain’t my old 
pal, Frank Vail,” Jack says in sur 
prise. “I was just talking about you 
to my wonder girl.” 

Jack introduces them to me, and it 
turns out that the girl’s name is Ger- 
trude. Jack says, “Ain’t the place a 
small world after Ml. See this yak 
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here? Her name is Gertrude, too.” 

Frank gets sore. “Are you calling 
my girl a yak? I will slug you.” 

“No,” Jack says, “I am not calling 
your girl a yak. If I was to call any- 
one a yak it would be you. But I am 
. gentleman. I never called a girka 
yak—except in self-defense. And, fur- 
thermore, any slugging that will be 
done will not be done by you.” 

“It has been so nice to have met you 
folks,” I murmur politely. 

“T can see we are not wanted,” 
Frank says stifly. “I guess we will 
leave before I lose my temper and say 
something I might be sorry for.” 

“If you do not leave,” Jack says, 
‘you are liable to find yourself munch 
ing on a mouthful of knuckles. “I was 
just trying to be polite and you try 
to make a mug out of me. You had 
better go, as I do not want my girl 
friend to have to listen to such lan- 
guage from heels like you.” 

“As far as I am concerned,” Frank 
says, “if we had not met you we would 
never have missed you. We will go 
ind give you a chance to talk 
about us.” 

“We will find something better than 
that to talk about,” Jack says. “As a 
matter of fact when you come up I 
was on the point of asking my girl 
friend a very important question.” 

Of course I knew what he meant 
right away, but I could only blush and 
say, “Oh, Jack.” 

So they left us and I was sorry for 
the girl, who was very cute, but my 
goodness she must have got a butcher 
to do that henna job on her hair and 
her make-up was on crooked. I am 
not one to criticize people, but if she 
paid more than $3.45 for that dress she 
wore she was cheated, and the same 
goes for the imitation silk stockings she 
was wearing, and you woulda died 
laughing at the terrible alligator-skin 
shoes she had on. So I and Jack went 
and got a hot dog and some popcorn 
and walked home, and on the way I 
asked him, I said, “Jack, tell me what 
did you mean when you said to that 
lima bean ‘When you come up I was 
on the point of asking my girl friend 
a very important question’ ?” 

Jack laughed. “I was going to ask 
you if on the level that yak didn’t re 
mind you something of your old 


man. 

But, Mamie, I know what he really 
meant and, although I do not think 
that vak looked the least bit like my 
old man, I did not get sore at Jack 
cause I know he is just goofy about 
me and is just trying to get up cour 
ige enough to ask me—well, you 
know what, Mamie—and when he does 
I will say “Yes,” because I am just 
cu-razy about Jack, and whenever we 
go out we have the Best Time. 



































Giants out of the earth 


An Advertisement of the American T 


No AcE but ours has seen so swift and 
complete an application of natural, 
forces to the doing of daily tasks. 
Man’s leaping knowledge . . . em- 
bodied in industrial plants and labora- 
tories, airplanes and electric loco- 
motives ... has won new power and 
freedom. Machines are the symbols 
of a new relationship with nature. 
They are the servants of this civili- 
zation ... helping men to extend the 
limits of their opportunities, to change 
the character of their life. 

Americans have been pre-eminent 
in this change, for in whatever they 
do they seek to utilize nature to the 
utmost. They have taken the power 
out of the earth and from the running 
streams. They have made it turn the 
wheelsof their industry and move their 
products by rail and road. 
They have made color and 
variety out of chemistry. They 








‘elephone and Telegraph Company 


have spun metal in slim wires to carry 
their voices anywhere with the speed 
of light... and make neighbors of 
the scattered millions of America. 

Joining homes and work places, 
towns and distant cities, the Bell 
Telephone System has furnished a 
new communication for this new age. 
Forwarding the growth of the nation, 
giving better and more complete ser- 
vice in advance of the demand, its 
function has become the indispensable 
one of furnishing the means of social 
and business contacts in crowded 
cities and scattered villages over the 
length and breadth of a continent. 

The Bell System is constantly 
improving the scope, speed and 
accuracy of its service. Its work 
of contributing to the welfare and 
prosperity of American life 
goes on with increasing 
purpose and pace. 
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Barrtep Gotrer—Does anyone ever get out of this bunker? 


Cappie—Yes, sir. 
something. 


They usually just sends the caddie somewhere for 
—Lonpon Opinion 








“Alfie skates pretty well perfect, don’t ’e?” 
“Oh, I dunno—’is father won’t let ’im fetch ’is beer on ’em yet.” 


—Passinc SHow 
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Phrenology — Yes or No? 


(Continued from page 9) 


Wrapping myself in a plain wrapper, 
[ lay down under my bed and pre- 
pared to woo Dame Slumber. A mo 
ment later a soft knock aroused me. 
There in the doorway stood the squire, 
smiling mysteriously, his hands hold- 
ing something I could not see. 

“Why, what have you there?” I 
asked, bewildered. 

“It’s a box for you, honey,” he re- 
plied. 

“A box? What kind of a box?” I 
stuttered. 

“A box on the nose, you 
you!” shouted the squire, and he hit 
me with some sort of blunt instrument 
like a telegraph pole. I had just 
enough time to dodge out by the side 
door and help his wife into the wait 
ing buckboard. In a few moments we 
had outstripped the squire. We were 
married in the next town by a sleepy 
minister. The squire’s rage soon 
abated and he begged us to come home 
for his forgiveness. 

Today the three of us live happily 
in the old house beneath the immemo- 
rial elms. As I sit here, nodding over 
my embroidery in the hot sunshine, I 
hear Jared’s footsteps behind me. 
Still erect and soldierly, despite th 
ravages of sixty summers, he strokes 
my graying hair with his firm brown 
hand. And as we stand together by 
the honeysuckles, listening to the 
merry cries of the milkmaids rolling 
in the gloaming, we both think back 
down Memory Lane to the brave, 
bright days of 61 when youth’s heart 
beat high and a little Southern belle’s 
lips pledged her love to dashing Jared 
Paderewski of the Massachusetts Vol 
unteers. 


Clashing Colors 


A color expert advises men to wear 
bright-colored clothes so that motor 
ists can see them better. If a motor 
ist can’t hit us in this gray suit, h 
needn’t think we’re going to help him. 

—N. Y. Evenine Post 


Notice 


If you know of any such freak laws 
as appear on page 12 of this issue, 
send them to Jupce and receive $5 for 
any that we are able to use. 

The contributors of the laws ap- 
pearing in this issue and to whom we 
have paid $5 each are: 

Coles Trapnell, Long Island City 
i & 

J. C. Clutchker, Vancouver, B. C. 

Harold A. Clarke, Los Angeles, 
Calif. 

B. R. Tefft, Dimondale, Mich. 

Gladys Canter, Charleston, W. Va 























Millions 


use this aid to eye 
beauty and health 


Murine is used by millions 
of people to keep their eyes 
clear, bright and healthy. 
Many have been using it 
for over 30 years! Itrelieves 
the eyes of irritation and 
strain, and noticeably en- 
hances their sparkle. 60c. 


URINE, 
FOR Your 











FIFTY PUZZLES 


Five Thousand Laughs 


All for *1:5° 











Judge’s Second 


Crossword 
Puzzle Book 











BRIDGE TABLES 


@ SIDNEY LENZ soys: —’At last, the perfect 
Bridge Table.” 


SS @ Raise any leg, 

i r others follow auto- 

| | ? matically and lock in 
\ / position. Simple, 

i\ | | Sturdy, Attractive. 

| @ Lovely color com- 
{ | binations. Durable 


~ — , Fabrikoid tops. 


@Compact, comfortable folding chairs to 
match. 


Sold at the Leading Department and Furniture Stores. 


LORRAINE METAL MFG. CO. 
352—Fourth Avenue New York, N. Y. 
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NATHAN RECOMMENDS 


“The Green Pastures” (Mansfield)—The Good 
Book viewed through droll black spectacles 
A novel, imaginat and often cajoling ev« 
ning 


“Strictly Dishonorable” (Avon)—Entertain 
ing cocktail compounded of equal parts alcoho 
and amour, 


“Flying High” Apollo)—The vocifero 
Lahr, some of George White's characteristi 
cally good dancing imbers and some sauc 
and comical rematr 


“The Last Mile” 
melodrama of pri 
and acted 


(Ambassador)—Excellent 


revolt, admirably staged 


_ “Uncle Vanya” (Booth)—Fine production of 
I'chekhov’'s tragi omedy 


Nathan Recommends—with 


Reservations 
“Topaze” (Barrymore)—Fair French comedy 
of a schoolmaster o finally catches on to | 
the way of the world 


“The First Mrs. Fraser” (Playhouse) 
Though the acting performance isn’t up to 
snuff, there is mu that is still diverting 
in St John Ervine’s picture of a_ wifely 
watchful-waiter 


Notes on Other Exhibits 


“Up Pops the Devil” (Masque)—When they 


turn the wisecracking on, it’s amusing But 
the rest of the play s feeble 

“Dancing Partner” (Belasco) Rubbish, 
comedy aimed at the smut-seeking box-offic 


“The Ninth Guest” (Eltinge)—Mystery tras! 


dealing with who murder 

“Lysistrata” (44 Street)—One of the yest 
plays in dramatic t atu gone completely 
wrong Let us wee 


“The Second Little Show” (Royale)—Poor 


and very dull attempt work up the spirit 
of last season s enterta ng show 

“Garrick Gaieties” Guild)—About twenty 
minutes of the two are amusing 
“That’s the Woman” (Fulton)—Tir 
melodrama of ) ig 

“Ladies All’ (Mor Anot! 

“Torch Song” (P t Sent " 

n the 1 page Poor stuff 


“The Up and Up” (Biltmore)—Or: s ‘ 
fairly interesting 1 rest is cheap under 
vorld stuff 


“The Rhapsody” (Cort)—Nothing in this o 


Old, But Clean 


Among other mean digs attributed 
to George Jean Nathan, the meanest 
of the first-night meanies, is this. 
Nathan, it appears, often abused the 
acting and producing of the late 
Henry Miller. 

When Henry passed away, his son, 
Gilbert, inherited some of his father’s 
honors. One evening in front of his 
pappy’s theatre, an old friend of the 
Miller tribe affectionately patted Gil 
bert’s back and said: “A chip of the 
old block, eh?” 

To which the very horrid Nathan 
groaned: “You mean a slice of the old 


> 


ham! —Daity Mirror 


Mrs. Newwed—lI cook and bake for 
you and what do I get? Nothing. 

Mr. Newwed—You're lucky. I get 
indigestion. —PATHFINDER 
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The 


STATLERS 
guara ntee your 


satisfaction 
in everything 


From the time you register at a Statler 
until you check out, your satisfaction 
is guaranteed — in everything. 

You'll feel at home in your up-to- 
date, attractive room with its private 
bath, circulating ice water, soft, com- 
fortable bed with an inner-spring hair 
mattress, bed-head reading lamp, radio 
reception and full-length mirror. You'll 
appreciate the morning paper under 
your door—the excellence of the food 

the variety of restaurants, 

And, in addition to the certainty of 
these “everyday” Statler conveniences, 
you'll find each member of the organi- 
zation willing to go to any lengths to 
please you—that your satisfaction 


may be guaranteed in everything. 


Fized, unchanging rales are 


posted in every Statler room. 


HOTELS 
STATLER 


BOSTON DETROIT 
BUFFALO ST.LOUIS 


CLEVELAND NEW YORK 
[Hotel Pennsylvania \ 














































Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 176 








2 686 KH 5 G6 7 {8 |P fio 


























Tes: linger in the memory, our 
Longchamps desserts—ice creams of 
dreamy smoothness, fruit dishes redolent 
of captured sunshine. 












































423 MADISON AVENUE 
Bet. 48th and 49th Streets 
1015-17 MADISON AVENUE 
Bet. 78th & 79th Streets 
19-21 WEST 67th STREET 
Near Fifth Avenue 
40 EAST 49th STREET 
Bet. Madison & Vanderbilt Avenues 
55 FIFTH AVENUE 
North-east Corner 12th Street 
28 WEST 58th STREET 
Off Fifth Avenue 
AU Restaurants Longchamp« are open daily includ- 
ing all Holidays for Breakfast, Luncheon, After 
noon Tea and Dinner from 7:00 A. M. to i1 P. M 




































































“AN ADDRESS oF DISTINCTION” 















































Special Advantages for 
“Big Game” Visitors 


Fans visiting Chicago for the Submitted by M a ‘ 

big football games will Gnd Submitted by Margaret Shane, Ridgefield, Conn. Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed. 
THE Drake location unusu- 
ally convenient. All playing 
fields are easily reached. After 


the game...there’s gaiety... Horizontal 6. Oceanic air travelers. 
or quiet ... as you prefer. A This was bawled out by a Venetian traffic cop. 
smart Supper Dance... the . Here are some splendid openings for Scotch lakes. 

hvthmic - men who don't mind n nightw rk. A sufferer from chronic hangovers. 
rhythmic tunes of a famed }. The Elks at college (pl - This might be a fast French male 
Orchestra. No rate advance. he ae he an — trees. 

mt " = “1 st smel le _ ighbrow ne 

Rooms begin at $5 per day. - Best smellers. ’ 29. The man in the brown derby 
Fossil museum at W ashing . 


T H E 5. Tocome again end egain 31. ioe a rolling stone will never become. 


Rug preservers K leet be 


: To put the O. K. to. 33. The kind of men women 1 put their feet all over. 
. ink o ened ro i ss : What Congress rarely di 
” Ae oleae ; - 36. What the wary young man does to trouble 


i Boe won “ae 7. What girls often do when they 
HOTEL 3. This was t! aaaai cs _— ‘ A suite on the Be wery 
e CHICAGO 23. This was thrown over a river . pout “ 
Under Blackstone Management 4 ; os before breakfast 2. Sparker 
Got t 1 } ' 5. Drought relief 
Got i 1 the ground floor with (such English, my!). 
Time does this to milk and marriage 
They call it this after the stock is watered (pl.). 
How the Latins would say Lindbergh flew the Big Drink. : : A j fs 
Just one of the unemployed. * “4 a . wen Get cele we 
This one is si aol slaying. : 
Two pairs of fives. 
ena Hebrew mammy 
aa » | 41 Belles lettres (abbr Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
The Gam G A Thrill Every Minute! - Not quite sophomoronic at college 
There sa big kick in BOOTLEG J. Pressed the little dinkus with the foot. 
TLES the game with a thousand . The best part of polo. © N p E | N 
thrills. The Wets and Drys . Publisher's fairy tale. 
pow nd r —_ yyy j. The kind of a romance that cools off quickest. 
ac € »~oO1rnup men an ad 
. A hot city that had a hot ending 
Chiefs and judecs bot after | 49. Alive. 
them. Its a great game 51. Went on a tear again. 
thrills and laughs from start 52. Makes happy noises with the throat. 
inish! Get BOOTLEG Higher word of criticism 
Bemoans in the Irish manner. 
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ambitious 




















BOOTLEG PLAYING CARD CO, Vertical 


516 Leib Street Detroit, Mich. This is ivory-tipped. 


. You'll find this over your head. 
RHEUMATISM t TOO MUCH ACID? ° T hese are seldom fo und in ready-made clothes. 


His salts are duty-free in India. 


5. These do the disappearing act every Saturday. 
DRINK VITTEL WATER | | ©: simcce Soe bate: 
GRANDE SOURCE ° Sy oe i at church every Sunday. 
° n the sale side. 
Palatable and Effective 9. a ee bed. 
*uppy fun 


MORRIS & SCHRADE 8 BARCLAY S&T. . This is what they do when they tie up in Wall Street. 
’ NEW YORK 3. Hot stuff in a Turkish bath (pl.). 


teason. 
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High Hat | 
(Continued from page 21) 


M+¢ and I happened into one of 
4 


those house-warming parties the 
other night where we seemed to be the 
only people who knew each other. We 
clung to each other like a pair of Jacks 
until our host, noting our numbness, 
took us in hand and attempted to pilot 
us around for introductions. Only the 
further he took us the more lost he 
got, until he, too, finally stood around, | 
ivoiding his guests’ eyes. It turned 
out he didn’t know half of them. 
Finally making our escape, we decided 
that the only thing to do would be to 
help out hosts in future similar situa- 


tions by suggesting they provide each 
party with a professional hostess who | 
would Texas Guinan the affair into an | 
intimate, roaring success and have | 
guests who had never met before sit- 
ting in each others’ laps before you 
could say “Meet up with Mrs. 
Mozier!” 


Between Courses 
Niven two minutes, see how many 
X flowers each player can name. 
Vary with birds, stars, famous bat- 
tles, authors, prize-fighters, musical 





comedy stars and college presidents. 
Give any length of time and see who | 
can name the members of Hoover's 
Cabinet. It’s practically impossible 
to do so, 


News from Hollywood 


ELLING jokes on movie kings and 
queens may be like kicking some 
one who’s down, but this must be told 


f for no other reason than none at 


ryy 


ill. It seems a girl had just been 
signed up by Paramount. She was 
new, fresh and lovely and stood be- 
fore Walter Wanger in all her slender 
sweetness. Wanger asked her name 
ind she said gently: “Lillian Lang- 
hankie.”’ 

Wanger demurred: “You'll never 
get by with a name like that. Just a 
ninute while I name you. Hmmm! 
I have it! We'll call you Mary Astor! 

“Mary” because you're like the Vir- 
gin Mary and ‘Astor’ because you 
look like a million dollars!” And so 


it was, 


Hihattractions 
- ; mA : 
ee spikeze magnifique, over in the 
Fifties. with electric elevators, 
patio and large fountain with marble 
pool, out of which lackeys will pull 
vou in case you fall in... . 





Bill Hanemann’s euphemism for a 
da jerker: “Snack-engineer!” ; 
Noshox, the rubber grips for golf 
clubs, that can be attached to your old 
set of ball slicers with a bicycle pump. 


Lo 





| THIRD PRIZE 





} 
Ma. Apert . 
Mittet 
9 of 
NEW YORK | 
won 
3" Prize 
with this 


advertisement 





(For other prize win- 
ners watch magazines 
and newspapers.) 





IN MARLBORO AMATEUR COPY CONTEST 























“Why does 
that man make such funny faces, Mamma?” 


“He isn’t making faces, Frankie, He is 
moistening his cigarette to keep it from 
sticking to his lips.” 


“But why does he cough, Mamma? And spit?” 


“Be quiet dear. He got the end of his 
cigarette wet. And he doesn’t like to chew 
tobacco.”’ 


“Look Mamma, do gentlemen use rouge?” 


*“‘No, Frankie, that red spot is blood! The 
poor man tore his lip when he moved 
his cigarette. It’s too bad somebody doesn’t 
tell him about Marlboro’s Ivory Tips!” 





+++. why take chances 
with cheapcigarettes? 
Enjoy Marlboro—a 
cigarette for those 
who can afford 20c 


for the best. 








MEA TR LBORO 


Plain or Ivory Tipped: No Difference in Price 














SONG WRITERS! ||, Goop MIXER 


sxtveri| are paid on work found acceptable for pub- 
va} lication. Anyone wishing to write either 
the words or music for songs may submit 
work for free examination and advice 
Pastexperience unnecessary.New demand 
created by ‘‘Talking Pictures’’. fully de- 
scribed in our free book. Write for it 
Today— Newcomer Associates Address Abbott’s Bitters, Baltimore, Md. 
734 Earle Building, New York, N. Y. 





ARDY 42MM X00D aMzZ 








Use Abbott's Bitters To 
Flavor Beverages 


50c Sample for 25c¢ in Stamps 











The Devil finds a new way to entertain his guests, _—Anpvrt. 
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Wire’s Voice—Oh, George, if you're 
going down-stairs will you bring my 
sewing basket? 
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Say It With Rubber 


(Continued from page 11) 


Harvard football game or a circus.” 
—And if we go easy with our 
pollination and cross breeding we may 
get the same plants to blossom forth 
with hot water bottles in the fall of 
the year,” added the third chemist. 

“I vote to change that Mother 
Goose rhyme to go: ‘Little Boy Blue, 
come blow your horn; the sheep’s eat- 
ing rubber—the cow’s in the corn,’ ” 
the fourth chemist suggested. 

The chief heated a test tube and 
said: “Our motto: ‘Every pencil 
equipped with a black-eyed susan. 
When your eraser begins to fade, 
place it in a vase of fresh water.’ ” 

“Great idea!’ exclaimed the second 
chemist. ‘We'll make fountain pens 
that you can wear in your button 
hole.” 

“And when anybody gets a rubber 
check, they can sell it to a florist,” 
added the third member. 

“_____And, as for elastic bands,” 
said the fourth chemist, ‘“‘we’ll make 
them out of sweet narcissus stems so 
they'll not only stretch, but also smell 
nice when you snap somebody in the 
back of the neck.” 

The four sages of Menlo Park took 
off their rubber gloves, placed them in 
a pot of damp earth, sprinkled them 
with a watering can and departed. 


tj 


Tue Entuvusiast—What’s that? “Go back?” Why, we've only just got here! 


—Passinc Suow 


EDWARD LANGER PRINTING CO., INC., JAMAICA, B. ¥. 
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What well-known Motion Pic- 
ture Feature Player does this 


picture represent 





Fun’s Fun 
‘n° Foolin’s 
Foolin’ 

BUI— 


when you get paid 
for fun—that’s 





sumpin’ else again! 





NEW editorial feature, 


The Motion 


‘Picture Title Game, starts in the October issue 


of Motion Picture Magazine. It will be a lot 
of fun and pay big dividends to those who play 
There are 370 cash awards. 


the game. 
First is $1,500. 


Motion Picture 
November Issue, on Sale 
All Newsstands—25c 


If your dealer is all sold out— 


Use the Coupon! 


Magaz ine, 
at 


The 













1501 Broadway 
New York, N. Y. 








Gentlemen : 
25 cents. Please 
of the current issue 
Picture Magazine. 












Name 


Address 


City 












Judge 


Motion Picture Magazine 





Enclosed herewith 1s 
send me 
of 


a copy 


Motion 



































On Everybody’s Tongue 


Lemon Life Savers...tangy... 
thirst -quenching ... piquant 
to the taste...rare...golden- 
clear...these delectable drops 
---in the famous Life Saver 
shape...fairly melt the in- 


stant they touch the tongue. 


All candy products having the distinctive shape of Life Savers are manufactured by Life Savers, Inc. 





aes. <™ ee MN 





se i$ - 3 am 


eS a 


